U0                        PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

some 1,000 feet ahead, which, though it looked jagged, did not
suggest insurmountable resistance.

We sat down to lunch in a hollow. Then, without roping,
we advanced once more over the next bump. To our amaze-
ment we found that we were gazing down into a huge gulf. A
crevasse, as broad and deep as a castle moat, cut off all com-
munication between our part of the ridge and its continuation.
Up and down its lip we walked, looking for a bridge, but the
harsh truth was not to be charmed away: the upper part 01
the mountain was cut off from us. It was the very ease of that
middle portion of ridge which had been our undoing. On a
narrow ridge such a split would not have appeared. Simvu is a
mountain where it is difficult to discover even a speck of bare
rock, and its huge massif lies buried under a thick ice-cap, which
has overrun every rock, like icing squeezed out by the hand of
a giant maker of cakes. On the gentler portions of its ridges,
splits in the ice occur, though not deep enough to expose the
rock foundation.

We had no alternative but to retreat. The situation was
rather comic: there was no arguing with stark impossibility,
We descended to the head of the ice-staircase and only took a
few minutes to reach the lower slopes again. As we drew near
the camp, the first flakes, harbingers of the usual blizzard, began
to eddy round us. The rest of the day had to be spent in our
sleeping-bags.

That night we were troubled by ghostly visitations. In the
small hours, occupants of both tents overheard voices outside
and wondered dreamily why their friends had chosen that
peculiar moment to go out, or whether it was the porters who
had returned. Comparing notes next day, we found that every-
one was agreed upon the facts, but the cause remained a
riddle.

About 5 a.m. the tents were shaken by a tremor, to the
accompaniment of a weird rumbling noise, like a small earth-
quake. We ran out and found that a crevasse, which we had
noticed as a thin crack some thirty yards below the camp, was
gaping wide; its opening had cast up the snow along its margin
like a row of molehills.

A day sufficed to clear the upper camp and to descend to the
Zemu, Tufts of a tiny mauve azalea, the first moraine plant to
open to the sun, caught our eye from afar, by sheer brilliance